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SPAT T ER’ 


CHAPTER I. 


WILLIE AND HIS NURSE. 


‘Trat was Willie’s nurse. 

ch a black face! and such a white, white 
-made clean by the precious blood of 
Esus, in whom good old Patter trust- 
d who came to cleanse and to save all 
ations of the earth. 

atrol—that is, the watch that guard-— 
city where Willie lived—used to go 
on horseback, and whenever the little 
the hoofs clattering along the 
he would put up his hands and cry, 
@) 
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“Patter! Patter!” so that his nurse might 
take hin to the window to see. 

This was before he was old enough to say 
patrol, and somehow the name came to be- 
long to the nurse, whom every body called 
Patter all her life. 

“You sorry, Patter?” said Willie, one day, 
leaving his toys, and leaning with both arms 
upon his nurse’s knees. 

"Twas a pretty sight, indeed! The little 
fair face, with its wealth of lilies and roses, 
and the shower of golden ringlets falling 
about it, and the dainty little figure in its 
white embroideries, supporting itself upon 
the negress’s lap. 

The contrast made it prettier still. The 
ebony skin of the woman, her gown of dark | 
stuff, with the blue and white checked apron 
tied about her waist, and the bright Madras 
kerchief wound turban-like around her head, 
and her shining black arm twined around the 
little pet, who was dearer to her than all the 
world, — made a picture that was pleasant 
to look uvon. 
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«What makes Patter sorry?” repeated the 

child, as the old nurse shook her head mourn- 

: fully, and stroked his sunny locks with her 
loving hand. 

Hie had been very naughty to his kind nurse 
while she was dressing him; and although 
he looked so like a little angel in his pearly 
robes, he had kicked, and struck, and acted 
altogether as if there were a wicked demon 
in him; but now that his passion had had 
time to cool, the better spirit, that is always 
striving with the little children to make them 


good, prompted him to leave his play, and 
make his peace with the dear nurse who was 
so patient with his faults. 

He could not bear to see Patter grieved. 
_ “Make the room light, Patter,” he used to 
"say, when she had been drooping, and had not 


smiled “for a long time; and as the radiance 


d sunshine, Patter! Good sunshine!” 
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To-day the old nurse was uncommonly 
sad, for her charge was getting older, and 
she felt that every evil temper unrestrained 
would grow stronger and stronger, until by 
and by, Willie’s naughty passions would gain 
the mastery over him, and rule him with a 
tyrant’s sway. So she looked sorrowfully at 
him for a minute, and then raising her finger 
warningly, said, — 

“Ef massa Willie grow up like de bad 
black horse in de stable, dat no reins can 
hole; ef he let Satan cotch hole ob him, an’ 
make him like dem little imps ob his’n; ef 
he done stayin’ long o’ Patter’s teachin’, an’ 
go larnin’ wicked ways, poor ole Patter don’t 
want to lib ter see, fur its drefful! drefful! 
drefful !” 

The little fellow raised himself up on tip- 
toe, and pouted out his lips for a kiss, and 
as Patter caught him up and clasped him 
to her breast, he said, — 

“Tm sorry, too, Patter. We're both sorry, 
ain’t we, Patter?” 
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ain’t nuffin, ef massa Willie kick 


- Be octy 
* a ain to-morrer when Patter put on his frock 
im an’ curl up ob his hair. “Sorry” mean be 
“4 good boy next time, not do so no more; dat 
de kine ob sorry de good Lord teach.” 


«That’s my sorry,” said little Willie, fully 


_ 


% determined to show his nurse on the morrow 
that he meant what he said. 

- «Patter’ll see, when de morrer come,” said 
e negress, Who had more than once known 
jittle charge penitent when the evil was 
one, and yet quick to repeat it when temp- 
on returned. “Patter’ll see ;” — and she 
‘put down the child and went rummaging in 
in old box, the key of which she kept on 
‘a string attached to her apron. 

- Willie followed her steps, and peered curi- 
in among the treasures, as she turned 
m over. 
esently she took out a little worn book, 
locked up the box again, putting it away, 
restoring the key to its wonted string. 
‘Dat’s it,’ muttered she to herself. “Pat- 
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ter was a little gal—so high — when 


missus gib her dis,”—and she put her h, 
even with Willie’s head, to show him wha 
a little child his old nurse used to be. 

“Ef massa Willie larn dis book, Patter 
sure ob his feet goin’ de straight way, ag 
not flyin’ out kickin’, like de black, ugly 
horse.” And she sat down to show the pie 
tures, and to spell out, in her broken way, the 
Bible stories that her mistress had taugh 
her in her childhood, and that had dwelt in 
her memory all the days since, and help 
her to walk in the right path. d 

Now, that mistress could trust her to sow 
the good seed in her little boy’s heart, and 
was never so easy as when Patter had charge 
of her darling child. 

And the little fellow loved Patter almost 
as he did his mother, and was scarcely ever 
a minute fiom her side. 


OHA PH R IT: 
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«Wasy’r it the good sorry?” asked Willie 
pis nurse next day, after his wonted scrub- 
Bevand brushing was borne without an 
” ‘demonstration. 

Dat it was, honey! Patter’s white lily, 
~ de heabenly Master will gadder for his 
qutiful kingdom, ef it take care not ter 
il in de dirt ob sin. Oh, little massa Wil- 
ep it white for de Lord Jesus’ sake!” 
| the earnest old Patter clasped her 
ds, and looked up to heaven, as if ask- 
Ip from on high for her little wayward 


he child knew enough of his good nurse’s 
nner to feel that she was anxious for his 
tu e; and as he had got thus far through 
) day to Patter’s approval, he was in the 
qq) 
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most hopeful of moods, and quite ready to 
promise for the future. 

“Tl be gooder an’ gooder every day ; 
won't I, Patter?” 

“We dem ’ll try, little massa; but de debi] 
hang roun all de time wid his roarin’, like 
de fierce lion. We dem mus keep good look 
out, an’ fight him right smart, an’ call on de 
good Lord fur ter help us; oderwise nuffen 
come ob tryin’.” 

That was a very good sermon that old 
Patter preached to her little charge, and 
Willie understood it well, and when he went 
to say his prayers with his mother, he did 
not forget to ask God to “help him to 
fight the roaring lion that Patter told him 
about.” 

Cousin Jerrold laughed. That was very 
wrong; for the little fellow was as much in 
earnest as the gravest minister who puts his 
petitions into the most perfect forms; and for 
my part, I think it very sweet and touching 
when little children go to the great Father 
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with their trusting hearts, yet imperfect utter- 
ances. It does not seem weak or foolish to 
God, who regards the earnest, confiding spirit ; 
) and if he can bend down with pleasure to 
; 
3 
} 


listen, surely we ought not to laugh and make 
a mock at it. 
Cousin Jerrold was a visitor at Willie’s 
southern home; and may of Willie’s little 
- funny expressions, caught from the negroes, 
_amused him very much,—such as “we dem,” 
and “go way,” and “tote,” and just such 
words as the little colored children on his 
father’s plantation used; but one thing I 
s know, if cousin Jerrold could have been 
¥ taught for a while by good Christian Pat- 
; ter, it would have done him no harm. 


“I want you to take the children out to 
‘the cotton field, Patter,” said Mr. Scott, one 
fine day, after he had removed his family to 
t e plantation for the season. “Jerrold has 
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them think that because they find a garment _ 
ready for the body, there has been no sweat 
or toil in producing it.” 

Patter was eager enough to go. It was so 
beautiful to look over the bright green field 
of plants with the fleecy wool, like so many 
white doves perched upon them, fluttcring 
their downy pinions. 

“Was ever any thing so pretty!” exclaimed 
Jerrold, as he ran along between the rows of 
plants that towered above his head, and ex- 
amined the cream-colored blossoms, and the 
“bolls” that had burst open and were scatter- 
ing their contents to the ripening winds. 

Patter told him how the blossom creeps 
out in the night, unfolding its leaves in the 
darkness, and keeping its beauty until the next 
noonday, when it begins to decay. The day 
following it changes to a deep red, and before 
sunset the petals fall to the earth, leaving in 
the calyx, or cup, a tiny germ, or bud, which 
afterward becomes the boll, or pod, that holds 
the cotton. 
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gpdhes men and women were picking, with 
their bags hung around their necks, and the 
gay turbans of the women looked like bright 
flowers atnid the green and white. 


Willie and Jerrold fastened bags around 
their necks, and helped pick for a little while, 
and then went to the packing house to see 
them put the cotton up in the large bales, 
such as you see in the northern cities, before 
it goes to the manufaeturer to be spun, and 
- woven into muslin, and made ready for gar- 
ments. 

Some of the cotton had to be spread out 
on scaffolds, and picked clean of any trash 
that might be mixed with it, before packing. 
While the children were at the packing 
room, the negroes kept coming with their 
baskets full on their heads, a long line of 
men and women, and now and then a boy 
or girl, with a lighter burden. 

_ Then the oxen were put to the big: carts, 
and hauled the bales to the river, and the 
Steamers were laden, and went whistling off 
With their treasure. 
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Do you remember what God said to Adam, 
after he had eaten the fruit of the forbidden 
tree ? ‘ . 

“Cursed is the ground for thy sake; in — 
sorrow shalt thou eat of it all the days of 
thy life: thorns also, and thistles shall it 
bring forth to thee; and thou shalt eat the 
herb of the field; in the sweat of thy face 
shalt thou eat bread.” f 

This is the reason we have so much labor 
and toil before any of the fruits of the earth 
can minister to our wants. It is a long, long 
process, after the cotton seed is placed in the’ 
earth, before the beautiful prints that cover. 
us, and the chintzes that hang at our win. 
dows and overspread our beds, are produced: . 
but God is very merciful, and has lighten 
the curse very much from time to time, 
putting into the minds of men new meth 
for performing their labors. 

Once they had to do with the fin 
what machinery now does. Wood and iron 
that can not feel, take the place of we 
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pands. “In this is the love of God mani- 
fested toward us.” 

How sad it is to think that the work of 
raising cotton in this country has been prin- 
- dipally performed by slaves. The poor crea- 
tures have often been driven very hard in 
the fields, and often been cruelly beaten, and 
‘otherwise abused. Sometimes little children 
have been sold away from their mothers, and 
milies of loving ones have been separated 
ever. How wrong all this must be in 
e sight of the good Being, who is alike the 
her of all his creatures ! 

When the children were tired of the cot- 
Patter took them to one of the little 
nos in the “quarters,” to rest. The quar- 
rs were quite a little village, where the plan- 
tion negroes lived, and each had a garden 
h, where they raised vegetables for them- 
lves, to sell, and a chicken house, where they 
heir own poultry. 

old was delighted with Molly’s cabin, — 
was Patter’s niece,—it was so clean, 

2 
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and nice; and in the garden there wer 
gourds, with holes cut in them, put on the 
top of poles, for bird houses, and the swee 
songsters were making charming music, 


CHAPTER III. 


PATTER’S TEACHING. 


~ Motry was baking a “hoecake” for Jake’s 
supper, when he should come in from his 
work in the field, and she asked Patter to get 
her mistress’s leave to go to the cabin in 
the evening for a prayer meeting, which the 
negroes were to hold; but I am glad Jer 
rold’s uncle refused to let him go, for if he 
would laugh at Willie, he would be sure to 


be there. She said that all her best servants 
were praying servants, and she was sure that 
was the right kind of religion that had a 
good influence over the daily life of people. 
So she herself went with Patter to the lowly 
abin, and knelt down in the midst of her 
aves, and prayed “that they might all lead 
(19) 
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such godly lives, that they should at the lag 
be gathered as one family into the heaven 
of peace and love.” 

Patter thought her mistress most an ange], 
I believe she would have given her life foy 
either Mrs. Scott or Willie, so faithful ang 
attached was she. 

“Ef any body goes up to dwell before de 
great white trone, itll be missy Scott,” said 
Patter. “Massa Willie’s nuffin but a baby 
yet; Patter’ll try an’ keep his wings clean 
from de soot ob dis worl, till he grow to mind 
’em_ hisself, —den I tink he foller de missus.” 

And Patter was right, She fully believed 
the promise, “Train up a child in the way 
he should go, and when he is old he will not 
depart from it.” 

Jerrold had not been many days at his — 
uncle’s before he began to feel a sincere re- 
spect for the good old slave, and aunt Pat- 
ter’s influence over him was as great as it 
was over little Willie, so that he called for her 
opinion as if she had been a learned judge. 
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And you will always find that God’s faith- 
ful people, though very ignorant in worldly 
knowledge, have a sort of inspiration from 
above, that makes them wise indeed upon all 
questions that relate to the soul; so that the 
_ poorest and meanest servant, if truly a Chris- 
tian, can often teach a king, that is a sinner, 
how he may live so as to reign with Christ 
jn the everlasting kingdom. 
- Aunt Scott had been reading the Bible to 
him, and to Patter and Willie one evening, 
_ before it was the little boy’s bedtime. They 
were sitting in the pleasant parlor, with the 
_ windows opening upon a long gallery. It 
_ was not quite sunset, and the fragrance from 
an orange grove swept through the room on 
. the fresh breeze, and the bright humming 
birds darted hither and thither among the 
_ sweet blossoms, or hung like so many beau- 
tiful gems to the delicious flowers; the light 
‘that was soon to fade away lay gloriously 
upon the thick green leaves, giving them a 
_ golden tint, and to Jerrold the scene seemed 
almost like paradise. 
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The low, gentle voice of his aunt, ag sh. 
read the words of Jesus, touched his youne 
heart, and made him sigh to be like ,. 
and Patter in their holy faith; and when gh, 
had finished, and shut the book, he whispereg 
“Auntie, don’t forget to-night that there arn, 
two little boys to pray for and to be sayeq.” 

Then, when the nurse and Willie went 
the nursery for a talk before bedtime, Jerrolq 
followed, and said, “ Aunt Patter, talk to x a 
as you talk to my cousin about the Savio be 


Lord look down an’ smile upon her when 
she kneel before him. As for missy Scott 
dat anodder ting. She lily pure. Oh, massa 
Jerrold, we mus wash in de blood to mak 
we dem clean; de blood dat spill on Calver 
You an’ massa Willie git right down on you 
knees here, an’ Patter’ll ask God to pour ou 
de Spirit an’ de blood, an’ make you his dea 
chilun.” 4 
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So the two little white boys kneeled with 
s old Patter, and she said, with her eyes 
¥ eaming with tears, — 

is 0 de good Lord! look down on we 
m poor little chilun, all black wid de ugly. 
an’ make us clean white as snow, wid 
he stream dat make de coal like de pearl, 
dat flow from de side ob de slain Lamb 
ae mount. O massa Lord, touch we dem 
id de spirit ob de bressed Son, —den mis- 
ef go no more from dy chilun, but good 
ings ever more. Amen.” 

And Jerrold did not laugh; but his tears 
ningled with earnest Patter’s, and he went 
it from the presence of the prayerful nurse, 
nined to try and walk the same road 
ith his auntie Scott and good aunt Patter. 


CHAPTER IV. 


THE SUGAR HOUSE, 


“CuiLun, de sugar cane ready. Come;* 
said Patter, as the great bustle on the plan- 
tation showed that there was extra work on 
hand. “Massa Jerrold tink, may be, de lump 
grow in de bowl!” and the old nurse laughed 
as she thought of the labor that procures for 
us the luscious preparation for our tea and 
coffee, and for our confectioneries. 

“Father gets sugar from trees,” said Jer- 
rold. 

“That is the maple sugar,” said uncle Scott; 
“but the maple sugar has a strong taste, that is 
not agreeable to all people. The French get 
sugar from beets, but God seems to have de- 
signed the cane especially for this great pro- 
duction. In the West Indies it is raised with 
less trouble than here; but it has brought 

(24) 


Set 2 ae 
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great riches to the planters along the Missis- 
sippi- See how beautiful that field is, with 
the tall canes covered with leaves at the top, 
and shooting up golden arrows toward the 


sky!” 

They had reached the scene of action, and 
the negroes were cutting down the cane with 
their sharp knives, stripping it of leaves, and 
laying it in piles for the women and chil- 
dren to carry to the wagons, which were to 
take it to the “rollers,” where it is ground up, 
and the juice runs into the “receiver.” Then 
it is boiled in open kettles, till it is ready to 
“crystallize,” or change from fiuid into solid- 
like separate grains of sugar, and then put 
into the “coolers,” or hogsheads, with holes in 
the bottom, for the molasses to run off, and 

after this drainage it is ready for sale. 

The little:negroes were in high glee, suck- 
ing the juicy cane, and cutting up their antics 
in the sugar house to amuse missy Scott’s 
baby, that Susannah had brought in to watch 

_ the sport. Two or three sick men and wo- 
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men had crawled to the “boiling room,” ty 
breathe the wholesome vapor of the sugar, 
and Jerrold and Willie were here, and there, 
and every where, peeping into every process; 
now helping the little slaves to feed the great 


rollers, and now tasting the sirup, as it 


dripped from the “coolers,” and keeping Patter 
busy with watching lest they fall into some 
danger. 

“How do they make the sugar white, uncle 
Scott?” asked Jerrold, as he saw the brown 
mass in the hogsheads. 

His uncle led him to a large vessel full of 
holes in the bottom. “This is our ‘refiner, ” 
said he. “We spread a cloth over the bot- 
tom of this vessel, and put upon it some 
charcoal, made of burnt bones. Then we 
strain the melted sugar through. The brown 
color enters into the coal, and the, sugar, when 
cool, is white and fit for use.” 

“Tsn’t it wonderful!” said Jerrold. 

“Yes, my son, it is wonderful, indeed; and 
should lead us to love and adore the gracious 


J 
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Creator, who adapts all things in the creation 
to our use and blessing. The study of chem- 
istry will show you the reason for all these 
changes that the sap in the canes takes, from 
the time it begins to grow until you hold the 
sugar lump in its most perfect state of refine- 
ment in your hand; and every new fact 
that you learn, will make you more and 
more amazed at the wisdom of your almighty 
Friend.” 

Jerrold was all day thoughtful after this. 
“Patter,” said he, as they walked away from 
the cane field toward his uncle’s house, “ isn’t 
it a curious world? I’m just beginning to 
open my eyes to the wonder and the beauty!” 

“’Deed is it curous, massa Jerrold!” said 
the nurse, “an’ many odder eyes dan yours 
gone shet tight agin de glory. Patter see 
God’s handiwork even when de dark curtain 
spread ober all. De spirit need no light. It 
see troo black night. Such sun! such green! 
such bright flowers! Oh, massa Jerrold! dis 
worl too good fur sich as we dem, let alone 
_ of de bressed worl ter come!” 
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“Every thing is new to me here, Pattey,” 
pursued Jerrold; “your cotton, and sugar 
cane, and rice, and tobacco, and such things 
as we only have in another form North. May 
be that is the reason why I notice them.” 

“Massa Jerrold, I tell you,” said the olq 
negress, with emphasis, “dere’s nuffin ob de 
good Lord’s handiwork more curous here dan 
odder where; de fault is in de blind eyes, 
When de bressed Spirit touch ’em, de scales 
clean gone; den light an’ beauty flow in. All 
tings speak de Maker’s praise. Patter seen 
?em sence she so high,”—and she laid her 
hand on little Willie’s curly head, and gazed 
with admiration on the radiant landscape be- 
fore her, and up to the blue heavens, where 
fleecy clouds were sailing. 

Patter’s heart was overflowing with love, 
and it shone upon her face with such a fer- 
vent glow, that little Willie stretched up his 
hands to be taken nearer, and cried out, 
“Patter’s face all sunshine, cousin Jerrold !” 

Then he wound his little, dimpled, white 
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arms around her neck, as she hugged him to 
her breast, and drooping his weary head upon 
her shoulder, fell fast asleep as she “toted” 
him home. 

“Bressed lamb!” murmured she to herself, 
as she felt the precious burden so dependent 
upon her greater strength; “so de heabenly 
Massa take de tired ones to Ais bosom, an’ 
bear dem gently along, when de road too 
rough fur ter trabble. Much dis little, help- 
less heap teach ole Patter, sence de good 
Lord send him into her arms! She larn how 
de strong yearn ober de weak, an’ lift dem up 
when dey odderwise fall; an’ how de proud 
heart ob de grown people mus be like de 
spirit ob de little chile, else de great Farder 
say, ‘I know you not. 

“Taint for nuffin sich as dis come inter dis 
world, lily white!” —and with this last, lov- 
ing expression, Patter reached the house, and 
laid her treasure on a bed in the nursery, 
where she sat to watch over his slumbers. 

“Are you not tired, nurse?” asked her 
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thoughtful mistress, as the old woman de- 
posited the little fellow on his pillow. “Tet 
me sit by Willie while you go and rest,” 

Patter resigned her seat to her mistress, but 
still hovered round in sight of her charge, 

She picked up the playthings that bore 
the rough impress of his careless handling, 
and laid them gently away in his drawer, 
not even slighting the old battered wagon, 
that had lost both thills and wheels, or the 
torn kite, in its bobless, stringless condition; 
and she fumbled over her own treasures, in 
her long pocket, for something bright to 
please the little fellow when he should come 
back from his sweet dream-land. 

“Dat’ll do; he likes sich,” she exclaimed, 
as a shining brass button, with a face upon it, 
turned up from among the spools, and patches, 
and bits of twine. “Patter’ll jis chuck dis 
yere under de pillar, an’ see who’ll show 
brighter eyes when dey light on it! Patter 
go rest !—not yit, tank you, missy Scott; 
dere’s no tire workin’ for little massa Wil- 
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lie,” — and the faithful negress seemed un- 
easy, until she resumed her old station be- 
side the bed. 

“So de good Lord keeps near his chilun,” 
said she to herself, always drawing a useful 
thought from every thing. “So he watch 
ober we dem, sleepin’ or wakin’, an’ neber 
grow weary, or leabe odder fur ter do his 
pleasant work. Doesn’t de Farder in heaben 
care fur we dem? Patter ‘knows in whom 
she trusts, an’ dat at de latter day he stan’ 


. upon dis airf; an’ ef worms destroy dis body, 


yit in her flesh shall she see God” Don’t tell 
Patter ‘God care nuffin fur sich as her!’ 
De good Lord foreber Patter’s God.” 

Is Patter’s God your God also, dear chil- 
dren? Do you, who have been all your life 
taught in holy things, love and serve your 
heavenly Father with your whole heart ? 

IT hope so. It would be a sad thing for us, 
if in the last day, when we shall stand before 
our Judge, the poor, ignorant slaves should 
rise up and condemn us. Let us try to make 
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as good a use of our great light and knowl- 
edge as poor Patter did of her few advan- 
tages. Then can we truly say, 


Tur coop Lorp Is FoR EVER My Gop. 
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